POEMS FROM ARCADIA

The second sweetly-fenced ward,

Her heavenly-dew fed tongue to guard,

Whence never word in vain did flow.

Fair under these doth stately grow

The handle of this precious work,

The neck, in which strange graces lurk.

Such be I think the sumptuous towers

Which skill doth make in princes* bowers.

So good assay invites the eye

A little downward to espy

The lively clusters of her breasts,

Of Venus' babe the wanton nests:

Like pommels round of marble clear,

Where azured veins well-mixt appear,

With dearest tops of porphyry.

Betwrxt these two a way doth lie,

A way more worthy Beauty's fame

Than that which bears the milky name:

This leads into the joyous field

Which only still doth lilies yield;

But lilies such whose native smell

The Indian odours doth excel:

Waist it is calFd, for it doth waste

Men's lives until it be embraced.

There may one see, and yet not see,

Her ribs in white all armed be;

More white than Neptune's foamy face

When strugghng rocks he would embrace*

In those delights the wandering thought

Might of each side astray be brought,

But that her navel doth unite

In curious circle busy sight:

A dainty seal of virgin-wax,

Where nothing but impression lacks.

Her belly then glad sight doth fill,

Justly entitled Cupid's hill,

A hill most fit for such a master,

A spotless mine of alablaster:

Like alablaster fair and sleek,

But soft and supple satin-like.

In that sweet seat the boy doth sport;

Loath I must leave his chief resort,

For such a use the world hath gotten,

The best things still must be forgotten*

Yet never shall my song omit

Her thighs, for Ovid's song more fit,